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penny, and from strong-minded Manchester ladies,
who envied her beauty a little, and set her down, of
course, as an empty-minded worldling, and a proud
aristocrat. The majority of the reading-parties, mean-
while, thought, a great deal more about Valencia than
about their books. The Oxford men, it seemed,
though of the same mind as the Cambridge men in
considering her the model of all perfection, were
divided as to their method of testifying the same.
Two or three of them, who were given to that sim-
pering and Hirting tone with young ladies to which
Oxford would-be-fine gentlemen are so pitiably prone,
hung about the inn-door to ogle her: contrived
always to be walking in the garden when she was
there, dressed out as if for High Street at four o'clock
on a May afternoon; tormented Claude by fruitless
attempts to get from him an introduction, which he
had neither the right nor the mind to give; and at
last (so Bowie told Claude one night, and Claude
told the whole party next morning) tried to bribe
and flatter Valencia's maid into giving them a bit of
ribbon, or a cast-off glove, which had belonged to the
idol. Whereon that maiden, in virtuous indignation,
told Mr. Bowie, and complained moreover (as maids
are bound to do to valets for whom they have a pen-
chant), of their having dared to compliment her on
her own good looks: by which act she succeeded, of
course, in making Mr. Bowie understand that other
people still thought her pretty, if he did not; and
also in arousing in him that jealousy which is often